POPULAR TALES

the pit. The poor animal was nearly exhausted by struggling :
but, after some time, he stretched himself, and, by degrees,
recovered sufficiently to stand. One of his legs, however, was
so much hurt that he could scarcely walk; and Simon said he
would surely go lame for life.

'Who now would ever have thought of his straying into
such an ugly place of all others ?' continued he. ' I know, for
my share, the spot is so overgrown with grass and rubbish,
of one kind or other, and it's so long since any of the tan-
ning business was going on here, in my uncle O'Haggarty's
time, that I quite forgot there were such things as tan-pits,
or any manner of pits, in my possession ; and I wish these
had been far enough off before my own little famous Sir
Hyacinth O'Brien had strayed into them, laming himself for
life, like a blockhead. For the case was this : I came home
late last night, not as sober as a judge, and, finding no one up
but the girl, I gave her the horse to put into the stable, and she
forgot the door after her, which wants a lock ; and there being
but a scanty feed of oats, owing to the boy's negligence, and no
halter to secure the beast, my poor Sir Hyacinth strayed out
here, as ill luck would have it, into the tan-pit. Bad luck to
my uncle O'Haggarty, that had the tan-yard here at all ! He
might have lived as became him, without dirtying his hands
with the tanning of dirty hides.3

' I was just going,3 said John Gray, c to comfort you, Simon,
for the laming of your horse, by observing that, if you had your
tan-yard in order again, you could soon make up the price of
another horse.'

c Ohoo ! I would not be bothered with anything of the kind.
There's the mill of Rosanna there, beyond, was the plague of
my life, till it stopped ; and I was glad to have fairly done with
it. Them that come after me may set it agoing again, and
welcome. I have enough just to serve my time, and am con-
tent anyway.'

* But, if you could get a fair rent for the tan-yard, would you
let it ?' said John.

4 To that I should make no objection in life; provided I had
no trouble with it,' replied Simon.

* And if you could get somebody to keep the mill of Rosanna,
going, without giving you any trouble, you would not object to
that, would you ?? said Robin.
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